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then rose a foot or two, changed their minds and
shakily descended, stopped, then finally lowered them-
selves creakily almost to the floor. A fattish man
strolled on and gazed dreamily at these boxes, after
which he went off, only to return with another and
thinner man and a cloth or two. The pair of them
then unscrewed some lenses from the boxes and
polished them in a meditative fashion. One of the men
in shirt sleeves arrived now with a picture, which he
held up against the wall for a moment and then appa-
rently conjured into thin air, for I never saw it again.
By this time, however, a pretty girl in a riding costume
was claiming our attention. She was standing in the
centre, crying, "But, darling, it's terrible!39 and turn-
ing round and round. A very dignified woman with
pince-nez, who was my idea of a dowager in a Mrs.
Humphrey Ward novel, though actually I believe she
was the wardrobe mistress, came forward and looked
at the riding costume in despair. She was joined by a
little man of an Hebraic cast, who pointed and
shrugged and wriggled and talked to everybody at
once, including the man with eyeglasses, who was,
however, still bustling vaguely and nodding here and
there.

A moving tape caught my eye. One end of it was
held by a youth standing in the corner of the dress
circle. The other end was being carried round the
opposite side of the dress circle by another youth. I
watched these two and their tape for several minutes,
and they all seemed to be very busy, very important,